CHAPTER THREE

''!T is too cold for ladies to travel/' the Baron said next
morning, the third of the new year, "The trains are not
heated," and Julie heard her mother and Sophie accept
readily the excuse he offered them. A maid was summoned;
their luggage was not to be brought down, but unpacked;
the Baron would go to the Hague alone,
"But I am going/1 Julie said.
"You can't... . Why should you go?"
"Why should Uncle Pieter go alone? He hates being in
towns alone."

He was at the window, the yellow skin of his forehead
illuminated by the gleam of snow, his eyes screwed up
against the dazzle of the ground and the metallic glistening
of the sky.

"It's true I hate towns," he said. "But I have to go.
Kind of you, Julie. But don't think of it. It's no weather
for women."
"I want to go," she said.

"It's always the same with her," Sophie put in. "Any-
thing to get away from Enkendaal."

The maid hesitated, uncertain of her orders, and the
Baroness spoke with decision: "Unpack all the luggage.'1
Julie, she thought, did not mean what she said.

"But I intend to go," Julie exclaimed. "I mean to go."
The blood came to her cheeks, a tremor ran across her
shoulders, and, seeing van Leyden's eyes shift at the dis-
proportion of her emotion to its apparent cause, she under-
stood, as she had not before, that to go to the Hague was
not in her a whim but a necessity, the keeping of a pledge
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